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"You're a bunch of assholes. Especially YOU!" Richie pointed at Jon and stormed out of the room Aggressively 
slamming the door behind him. Jon backed away into a corner. Blue eyes snapped open, Tears streaming, hands 


trembling close to his soft face. It wasn't easy being the youngest. he was hurt so easy. 


David darted his eyes to Jon's. "I'll sort this Jon. He'll stop being an asshole when I've finished with him." David 
Insisted, and before anyone could speak he had left and slammed the door. 


Alec got up and walked towards Jon giving him a consoling look. He threw one arm over his Shoulder. "Itll be 


alright Jon. Richie Loves ya. He'll calm down he's just on the piss right now." 


"He shouted at me.. | didn't do anything wrong." Jon softly whimpered. He started chewing his hair nervously. 


"RICHIE! You asshole what are you doing!?" 
Richie was lying on the floor with his eyes shut. 
"What do you want?" Queried Richie. 


"What do | fucking want!? You have destroyed Jon inside and you're a drunk mess! We go on stage in 2 hours 
dumbass! Get your ass cleaned up and get ready we have all the kids waiting for us out there! They're 
expecting a good show and if you fuck up we're screwed!" 


David thundered. 
"Whatever asshole" Richie mumbled. 


David frowned and went back to the dressing room. 
Jon was lying on the couch softly sobbing while Tico was rubbing his head trying to console him. 


David and Tico looked directly at eachother giving looks of reassurance. 


‘lm going to go lay on my bed in my room. I'll see you guys in a bit" snivelled Jon additionally he stood up and 


proceeded to leave the room. 
"He's in bad shape." Explained Alec taking a swig of his beer. 
"He needs to speak to Richie when he's sober and explain what just happened and how he feels.” David Implied. 


"Hmm." Alec Replied 

David sighed and opened a can of beer. The room was filled with an eerie silence. It was like the 3 of them 
could feel Jon's pain still lingering in the small dark room. 

"Fuck! | can't sit here and think that Jon Is alone crying his fucking eyes out! I'll be right back" Raged David. He 


got up and left the room and headed towards Jon's dressing room. 


*Knock Knock® David knocked a few times and Jon didn't reply. "Jon! Open up!" He screamed. No answer. At this 
point David was getting worried, He backed up as far as he could and bolted towards the door, Bashing it down 
with his hard shoulder. 

Jon was sitting there on the bed. Still as stone. 

"Jon? Are you alright?" David pleaded. 

He slowly walked towards Jon and peered over his fluffy hair. There was blood on the bed David's heart began 
to race, His eyes widened in despair. He looked a little closer, Jon's wrists were bleeding, There was a knife in 
his hand. Jon had a pained smile on his face. David was petrified. He noticed Jon hadn't cut where it could kill 


him. 


"JON! WHAT THE FUCK MANI?" David cried He rushed back to the main dressing room. 
"TICO! ALEC! HELP ME! IT'S JON, HE'S SLIT HIS WRISTS!" David roared at them as loud as he could trying to get 


as much attention as possible. 


"Oh Shit!" Tico shouted and both him and Alec hopped up and sprinted to Jon's private dressing room, grabbing 
the first aid kit on the way. 


"Jon! Jon! Answer me!" Tico pleaded. 


“This... Feels nice." Stammered Jon. His eyes looked sleepy. David got some tissue paper and cleaned up the blood 


and wrapped the wounds in a bandage. 


"Alec go call I NOW!" David Demanded. Alec rushed off to call and ambulance. 

Tears flowed into David's eyes. What if Jon died right here in front of him? He couldn't do anything. He blamed 
himself for not watching over him. This was Richie's fault. 

Soon the sadness turned into anger. It felt like Red hot lava had flushed into David's blood stream filling him up 
ready to erupt into fire. 

"Teek, Stay with Jon. | need to do something." He ordered. He went to find Richie. He stormed around and found 
Richie slumped in a chair with a bottle of vodka in his hand. David's eyes went cold and sharp. He dragged 
Richie out of the chair and threw the bottle, it smashing into millions of pieces. He shook him violently. 

"RICHIE YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE! YOU ARE KILLING JON! LITERALLY! HE HAS SLIT HIS WRISTS BECAUSE OF YOU! 
YOU BETTER FUCKING FIX THIS!" David cried out painfully. 


Richie stared at David wide eyed. He didn't speak and ran off towards Jon's dressing room. He pushed Tico out 
the way and sat by Jon. "Jon! Baby! Are you okay!?" He begged for an answer. Jon was shaking in fear, he was 
scared of Richie right now. He brought his hands up to his face wringing his fingers around each other. Richie 
saw his bandaged arm and gently pulled it towards him. He kissed where the scars were. 


‘lm sorry Baby, I'll try and stop for you. So | can stop hurting you." He tried to convince Jon. 


"You won't stop. Its taken over you." Jon whispered painfully. 
Tico watched them talk, he sat in a big brown chair calmly. 


"| WILL stop for you love. | will. | promise." Richie Promised, 

Before Jon could reply David, Alec and two Paramedics rushed in. The paramedics had a stretcher and pulled 
Jon onto it. 

"BE CAREFUL WITH HIM! HE'S DELICATE!" Richie shouted. They pulled Jon into an ambulance. Fans around looked 
distraught and watched as he was pulled in. There was a lot of talk saying "What's going on?" And "I hope he'll 
be back and healthy!" 


Richie got in the ambulance with Jon and the paramedics. He stroked Jon's hair softly, Gazing deeply into his 
shiny blue eyes. Jon looked back with fear, Breathing heavily under the oxygen mask He lied on his back, Not 
moving, Only the movement of his soft breathing in his chest going up and down, up and down. Richie kissed his 


forehead. Jon stared at him with a more trusting look. 


"Love ya Jon" Richie whispered 
Jon blinked at him to say the same thing back Its quite hard to talk with a mask on your face. 


"Pulse - 54" One of the paramedics stated as he removed the bandage. Jon wriggled in pain, the bandaged was 
blood stained all over. The scars had near enough stopped bleeding. 

"Scars aren't too deep." The paramedic told the other. Jon lay there still listening to all instructions. One of 
them came up to him and leaned down looking him in the eye. 

"We're gonna have to stitch it, It may hurt a little bit, But we'll numb it for you." 

Jon closed his eyes as they inserted the needle to numb his arm. In a matter of minutes his arm went dead 


and floppy. 

They stitched him up and reassured him that he'll be fine. "You're lucky here son, This could've been worse ya 
know? Please don't do anything like this again, If you have a problem call for help. It's better than death. You're 
so young’ 

"Thank you Doc." Jon said thankfully. 

Him and Richie left the hospital and got a cab back to the Stage, They had to be on in half an hour! 

They walked in fans behind them Begging for autographs, ignoring them they shut the door behind them. 
"Everything's cool" Richie explained. 

"Awesome, Lets get ready then!" David implied. 

They did their hair and got dressed and got ready to go on stage. 

"Wooooo! What a show!" Alec said happily. 

"Not over yet Al, Got another show on in 2 hours." Explained Tico. 

"That's even more awesome!" Alec shouted. 

Jon went into his dressing room. Richie went into his own Jon had a quick drink of water and lied down for a 
little while. 

He got up to go see Richie, he peered through the keyhole and saw Richie downing a large bottle of Vodka. He 
burst through the door. 


"You said you were gonna stop! How could youl?" He cried out. 


"Calm down baby, it's only one drink" Richie slurred. He was drunk again 


"You're such a dick to me!" Jon grieved. He stormed out and went back to his own room, little did he know 
Richie ran after him, they both went in and Richie slammed the door behind them giving Jon a fright. 
He grabbed him by the arm and pressed his face against his, He looked angry as hell. 


"DON'T. Call ME a dick again. Do you understandl?" He Seethed. 

Jon nodded, he stood there terrified. He turned to walk away, Richie grabbed him again. "DON'T WALK AWAY 
FROM ME!" He roared at him. Jon looked at him then felt a hard slap strike his smooth cheek His cheek 
reddened under the assault. Richie glared into Jon's big blue eyes, they were filling with tears. 

Jon backed away into the corner of the room shivering in fear, the room was silent apart from Jon's soft 
shaky breathes. Richie walked up to him and kissed him deeply on the lips. His hot lips pressed against Jors. 
Soon Richie's tongue was exploring Jon's mouth, Jon just stood still 


Richie stopped and looked at him. "No kisses backl?" He questioned. He grabbed Jon by the shoulders and threw 
him on the bed, he grabbed the top of his jeans. 

"This just became a whole lot worse for you." Richie explained pulling of the jeans and ripping off Jon's shirt. He 
kissed his way up Jon's chest then back licking his neck. Jon shuddered, Scared stiff. Richie continued kissing his 
neck cupping his hand over Jon's growing erection. Why did this feel good? He didn't want this. Richie played 
with Jon's half hard cock, still licking and nipping at his neck. 

Richie grabbed Jon's boxers and slid them off. Jon cried out "Richie! Please stop!" 

Richie punched his arm. 


"No way. You had your chances." He told him. 


Jon rubbed his arm, a purple and blue bruise began to show almost instantly. 

Richie wrapped his long fingers around Jon's cock, Sliding his hand up and down, Jon squirming at the touch. 
Inserting his cock into his mouth he let it explore his mouth. 

Jon covered his face with the palms of his hands, sobbing softly underneath them. He was scared of Richie 
and lost every last piece of trust he had. Richie stopped sucking and crawled up to Jon's face and kissed his 
cheek. 

‘Its okay baby, This'll only hurt a little bit” He stood up and opened Jon's drawer, He pulled out 4 strings of 
rope and a little blue feather along with a mid sized tasselled whip. 

He turned Jon onto his stomach and spread him out like a star, Tying his hands and feet to the bed posts. Jon 
Buried his face into the pillow crying. Richie ran his hand over Jon's back and ass which was slick with a layer 
of sweat. He stroked Jon's hair, Tickling his feet with the feather. Jon began giggling and crying at the same 
time trying to move away from the ghastly tickle, He couldn't move. 


"Richiiiie! Please stop! Please.. Stop it!" He cried and laughed at the same time. 

Richie smiled. He carried on tickling stopping every 20 seconds so Jon could breathe. He stopped with the 
feather and whipped Jon's ass. Jon squirmed and wriggled against every harsh smack that left red marks after 
every strike of the leather straps. 


Richie soon gave up with the whip and untied Jon's hands. He pulled Jon onto his elbows tying his hands 
together at the wrist, his ass in the air. Richie rubbed his hands over Jon's back, Jon arching into his touch. 


Richie got the lube, covered one finger. 


"This is gonna hurt a little bit baby, Just keep calm. I'll be gentle." He warned, Sliding the finger into Jon in one. 
Jon trembled at the touch. 

"Relax.. the more you tense the more painful it'll be" Richie explained while slurring. 

Jon tried to Relax while Richie inserted and removed his finger. 

Richie pulled off his own Jeans and boxers. He was already fully hard. He covered his cock in lube and pushed 
into Jon without warning. Jon shrieked in pain. Richie thrust back and forth rocking his hips. 

"R-R-Richiellll" Jon shouted covering his legs and the bed in come. 

"Oh J-Jonl" Richie moaned coming into Jon's tightness. He collapsed on top of Jon, panting hard. Jon was half 
asleep, his head facing side ways. Richie leaned down and kissed him softly on his lips. 


Richie dressed Jon and cleaned up all their ‘Mess’. He picked Jon up in his arms and stared at him while he 
slept. He looked so peaceful. Richie rubbed his thumb over one tear that was left on Jon's cheek and kissed him 
on the forehead. He'd sobered up a little bit now. But the drinking can't stop here. He put Jon down on the bed 
and Lied down next him, He rested Jon's head on his chest and slept with him. 

The first time Jon had slept properly in weeks. 
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Jon quietly walked into the main dressing room trying to stay unnoticed. Tico, David and Al were sitting in 
there having some banter before the next show. They all looked up at Jon 


"Where's Richie?" Jon asked. 
"Who cares?" Laughed David. 
"| do." Jon gulped. David raised one eyebrow. 


"Why?" David glared at Jon. 


Jon shrugged and sat down opening a bottle of water. 


"Not having a beer Jonny?" Tico wondered. 

Jon shook his head and took a mouthful of water, swallowing it down quickly. 

Jon took off his jacket and threw it over the back of the chair, leaning back into the couch. David noticed the 
bruise on his arm from where Richie had punched him, he also noticed several other bruises along his neck 


and upper arms. 
"Jon? What's that?" David pointed out the bruises. 


"l-I fell over." Jon Replied. 


David moved over next to him to examine the bruises. They were black and blue and purple. 

"They aren't bruises from a fall Jon. | can tell that quite easy." He stated. 

Jon started to shake nervously. David was onto him, how can he just change the story? He'd know something 
was up. 

"Jon? You can tell me you know, I'm your friend. I'll understand" He reassured him. 


"Richie.." Jon whispered. 


"That bastard!" David shouted aggressively. 


"Please don't hurt him! Itll only make things worse." Pleaded Jon. He didn't want David to hurt Richie, it would 
only bring to his attention that Jon had grassed him up. He'd probably beat him again. 


"The hell is goin’ on?" Al interrupted them. 


"IIl explain later Al, this is important." David sent him away. He got up and went to leave the room. Jon followed 


behind him. 
"| think you should stay in there Jon You don't wanna see this." He warned him. 


"David please!" Jon begged and pulled him into his own dressing room. He locked the door and stood in front of 
it. He had his head down, His tangled mane of golden, auburn hair hanging over his pale face. He was shivering 
and breathing hard. Looking up, His innocent eyes met David's. Dave stared at Jon. He always had slight feelings 
for him. He didn't know what it was, He just had a thing for him. His luscious silky hair, his smooth blemish 
free skin, his satin blue eyes. He just loved everything about him. 


"Jon?" He called. 


"Yeah?" Jon replied. David didn't answer, only stared into his eyes. He pushed him against the door and pressed 
his red lips against Jon's baby pink ones. He held tight onto Jon's arms. Jon's eyes snapped wide open in shock, 
but somehow he enjoyed this act. He never felt this way about David before. But suddenly it all changes. One 
kiss changed everything. But Jon loved Richie too. But he only liked sober Richie, because Drunk Richie was 


scary, and violent. Drunk Richie got his own way and Sober Richie was sweet and kind. 

David broke the kiss and smiled at Jon pushing his fluffy fringe out the way. Jon grinned back and reached up 
on his tippy toes to kiss David on the cheek. David pulled Jon off his feet into his arms and gently placed him 
on the bed laying on top of him. He pressed his lips against Jon's, pushing his hands underneath Jon's hair. 
David pulled away and looked into Jon's bright watery eyes. Jon kissed his nose and gave a cheesy smile. 
David sat up and pulled Jon onto his lap kissing him deeply. Jon stopped and looked down, 

"What's wrong baby?" David asked kissing him on the cheek. 

"It feels wrong doing this Davie." He explained resting his head on David's shoulder. 


"Richie." He went to continue. 


‘Isn't here." David interrupted him. 
He kissed him gently. Jon kissing him back. 


Just then, Richie burst through the door, running over and pulling them apart roughly. 


"You think | didn't see ANY of that through the keyhole of the door!?" He shouted He wasn't drunk this time, 
just pissed off. 


Jon darted his eyes quickly to David, Giving him a begging look to help him. his mouth went dry, he couldn't 
talk 


"You wanna fuck him?" Richie quickly turned to David. 

"Of course you do." He concluded not letting them speak. 

He grabbed Jon by the shoulders of his shirt pulling him to his feet. He positioned him on the bed just as he 
did when he fucked him. Leaning on his elbows, Ass in the air. Richie violently pulled Jon's clothes off, throwing 
them to one side. 


"Get on with it then Dave. He wants you." Richie demanded. 
David slowly and hesitantly removed his clothes. He positioned himself on top of Jon 


"This may hurt a little bit babe." David whispered a warring in Jon's ear. 


He pushed himself into Jon's tightness. Jon squirmed and moaned in pain 

Richie opened the drawer and pulled out some tape and a leather strap. He pushed David's head into Jon's hair 
and fastened the strap around their necks. He then pulled off a long strip of duct tape, tying it around their 
waste so David was unable to remove himself from Jon. Richie pulled off multiple more strips of tape, tying 
their Arms and legs together and wrapping it around David's back, attaching him to Jon's stomach. 


"You two have fun while you can" Richie left them to it. Closing the door and standing outside it. 
Jon started panicking, He was trying to get away from the leather strap which was choking him slightly. He 
began throwing his head around jerking David's head with him. 


"Jon! Stop!" David shouted, his voice slightly muffled due to his face being buried in Jon's hair. 
"David! We're stuck! | can't move!" Jon cried. 


"Maybe we SHOULD just enjoy ourselves.” David pointed out. He began thrusting back and forth into Jon. The 
tape made it hard to enjoy. 


"David!" Jon shouted as he came, his come spurting on their arms, legs and the bed. 


This turned David on even more. 
"J-Jon!" He groaned coming into Jon's tightness. Jon's arms gave way and he collapsed onto his face, Pulling 


David's head down with him. They both fell on their sides. 


"Shit" David mumbled. He tried to continue thrusting but it was becoming uncomfortable for Jon. There was no 


lubrication just friction. Jon cried in pain. 


Jon's eyes began to close. David tried to shake his head, he didn't want to face Richie alone when he came back 
in the room, but he was too tired to try and wake him. They were sweating profusely, it went dry and stale, 
their skin was rubbing together, creating sores. 

They tried to ignore this pain. Soon sleep was out to claim them, Then Richie walked back in the room. 


"Quite finished you two?" He began cutting the tape away with scissors. He unfastened the strap around their 
heads. 


"Let's get you two cleaned up." He added, leading them to the showers. He washed them with warm soapy 
water, cleaning off all the sweat. Wrapping them in big fluffy towels he led them back to Jon's dressing room, 
One arm around David's waist and the other stopping Jon from falling over in exhaustion. He sat on the bed in 


between them. 


"Do you know why | did this?" Richie asked them. 
They both nodded looking down in shame. 


"Good" He kissed them on the forehead and stood up. 


‘lm going to leave you two now, | don't want anymore of what | walked in on your two doing, Do you 


understand?" He asked. 

They both nodded. 

"Good, Now sleep" Richie Instructed 

Both David and Jon lay down next to each other. Soon after the ordeal, Sleep took over. 


David slowly opened his eyes, he saw Jon's cute face in front of him, peacefully sleeping. Dave kissed his 
forehead, waking him up. Jon's sleepy blue eyes looking into his. David sat up and rubbed his eyes. Jon sat up 


next to him, nuzzling his shoulder. David wrapped his arms around Jon, nipping at his ear. 


"We should get dressed, we have about an hour till the next show." David whispered, getting out of bed. 
They both got dressed and walked to the main dressing room. 


"Where have you two been? We have a show in an hour!" Al complained. 


"We were in my dressing room, Just chatting about the whole Richie thing.” Jon lied. 
Al just sat back and took a swig of his beer. 


Richie walked in the room, Tico and Al scowled at him. 


"Jon? Can | speak to you for a moment?" He asked. 


Jon got up and went out of the room with him closing the door behind them. 


"Jon, I'm really sorry. | am, | really want to stop drinking and doing the drugs but. I'm addicted to it ya know? 


It's hard" He explained in sorrow. 


"Can't you just go cold turkey? Throw it out and drink water. If you really loved me, You'd stop." Jon 
whimpered. 


Richie reached down and held both of Jon's hands and kissed him firmly on the lips. 


"I love ya Jon, | need you to know that” He spoke, kissing him again and holing him gently. 

Jon had a tough decision, It's Richie or David, he loved them both and he didn't want to hurt either of them. 
He had already been forced into sex with both, he didn't want THAT anymore for a while, he was so easily 
pushed around by the older guys. 


"What do | do about David?" He asked softly, gazing into Richie's hazel eyes. 


"IIl give you a deal, I'll let you see BOTH of us if you let me fuck you every week." Richie offered, 
Jon had a difficult decision. 


"Okay" He smiled, hugging Richie tightly. Richie opened the door and invited David to the hall 


"We've come to a decision, Jon can see both of us, as long as | get to fuck him once a week." Richie explained. 
David gave a look of disgust but soon caught on to the idea, after all he loved Jon. 
They left for the last show of the night, excited and full of adrenaline. 


"Another great show!" Al shouted excitedly once again 

It was time to leave the dressing rooms and go to the hotel. David, Richie and Jon were sharing a room and 

Tico and Al were sharing a room. 

Arriving at the hotel, David, Richie and Jon sat in the hotel room having a bit of midnight banter and giggling 
like teenage girls. They all lay in the same bed, Jon in the middle, Richie and David kissed him on each cheek. 


All three soon fell asleep, Ready for any more deceiving events of life to hang over them. 
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Jon quietly sat at his desk in his hotel room, he had decided to pay for his own room away from Richie and 


David for some peace and quiet to think about writing new songs. 


He continued to think and think about different ideas, but every time he began to write something, he would 
end up writing down his thoughts about what Richie did to him. 


Jon heard a loud bang from the room next to him, which was Richie and David's room. Muffled screaming 
pierced through the wall. 
Jon, luckily having his old room key, burst into the room to see what was happening. 


On floor lay three empty bottles of vodka and one smashed. 


"You really thought I'd share Jon with youl?" Richie hissed to David. Richie had David pinned against the wall 
tightly by his neck. 


"Richie!" Jon interrupted. "What are you doing!?" 
"None of your business baby, this is between me and him" Richie slurred. 


Jon ran over to Richie and tried to release his grip from David's neck. In this attempt, Richie used his free 


arm to force Jon away, knocking him harshly to the ground. 


"Listen man, stay away from Jon. He is mine, not yours, you can't have him, neither can Tico and neither can 
Alec. Just stay away." Richie warned David, who was struggling to breathe from the heavy grip of Richie's 
sweaty palm. 

Jon was confused, considering Richie said they could share him. He didn't know what to do. 


"Jon, give David your room key for next door." Richie ordered Jon, who obeyed. 


"Now, princess. Go next door and sleep." 
David cowered out of the room and closed the door quietly behind him. 


Richie pulled Jon up from the floor. 
If | catch you with him, you're in for a world of hell, do you understand?" Richie queried Jon 
Jon nodded and proceeded to climb into bed, his hand bleeding from where he had landed on a piece of glass in 


the event of the fall. 


Richie climbed into bed on the other side, and wrapped his arm around Jon, who was whimpering in fear that 
Richie might try to suffocate him from behind. 

Soon sleep fell upon Richie, most likely from the heavy drinking. Jon was awake and scared. He sat up, covered 
in a slick layer of dry sweat from where Richie had his arm around him. He slowly and quietly got up out of 
bed, and put a shirt on, proceeding to leave the room. 


Jon gently knocked on David's hotel room door, desperately trying to get his attention. Soon David responded 
and opened up, standing wearily and rubbing his eyes. 


"Jon, what are you doing?" He yawned. 


Jon flung his arms around David's neck, and let himself in and sat on the bed. 


"David, | can't sleep" He sobbed 
"m terrified of what Richie will do next, what if he strangles me in my sleep!?" 
Jon brought his hands to his face and quietly wept. David sat by him and offered his shoulder to cry on. They 


both knew that something had to be done about Richie's alcoholic issue and violent behaviour. 
"Jon, stay with me tonight" David offered. 


"I can't, he'll know | stayed here and he said he'd beat the both of us if | did. We both know that he'll go 
through with it if he finds out | was here." 


David murmured with agreement. 
"How about staying with Alec and Teek?" suggested David 


"No. | don't want to cause them any trouble either. | already got you into a mess, I'm not dragging them down 


too." Jon replied 


"lm running out of idea's here Jon!" David snapped. He was getting frustrated at Jon's refusals. 
Jon was shocked at David's outburst. 


"l-Im sorry for snapping Jon, | really want to help, you just need to take some suggestion from me." David 
explained. 


Jon sat and thought for a while. 

"lIl stay with Al and Teek, | think it's safer for you that way" Jon told David. 

David nodded in agreement and saw Jon to the door, he kissed him goodnight on the forehead and closed the 
door behind him. 


Jon quietly made his way to Alec and Tico's room, he lightly knocked on the door calling the pairs names. Tico 


opened the door wearing a robe and a pair of slippers. 


"Jon, it's 3am what are you doing?" He questioned him, gesturing him to enter the room. 


| can't stay with Richie, Teek. l'm afraid he'll kill me. Do you think | could crash here tonight?" Jon begged. 


"Sure Jon" Tico accepted He went into the hotel closet and pulled out some spare blankets and pillows that 
were provided, setting them up on the floor at the foot of the two beds, glancing up at Alec who was softly 


snoring in his sleep. 


"Thanks" Jon smiled, laying down on the floor and snuggling under the duvet, before steadily drifting off into a 
sound sleep, you could almost hear his thoughts about his lover, whispering in the sound room. 


